
THE SE3RET OF SUCCESS.
Not fancy, merely, or the rush
Of feeling, guides tlio pen or brush,
As tint by tint, una lino by line,
Tho rerses grow, the colors shine!
We And with these tiio crowning art,
Whoso magic can alone Impart
To genius nil Us highest gains-T-he

faculty of taking pains.

I.o, for the joy of years to be,
Destined for immortality,
We hall the statue's marble grace,
The loveliness of form and faro.

THE EAGLE: 'Í, 1U94.

Nor drcum what hours tho sculptor wrought
With tireless h ind and an::ious thought,
Till from tha r.toac. with stroke on stroke,
The unveiled beauty stirred and woke!

Tho rapt musician, whose sweet strain
1 Jlils vanqui died sorrow smile again,
'lhrcw his whole soul, tho while ho wrote,
Into each heaven-aspirin- g note,
Pausing a thousand times before
His j jd:,':nenl p'.s ;c.l fia perfect score;
For. holdln : meaner work laucorn,
lie lolled for ugea yet unborn!

They learn tho scret of suc?ess,
Who sce';-co;- ity t wall nothing less
Perfection, wita no al-.- beside,
And. missing this. di.;s .tlslle.i:
And they alo io. 1 HlVs brief day
To fa ne and ho.i.u' wia t'aa'r way
Who iirst achieve, for such high gains,
The strenuous art of ta';ing p lius.

J. K. Eastwood, In Quiver.

A VACATION MORNING,

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER

Aunt Hetty and tho College Girl
Juat Homo from School.

Out under the rose-arbo- r in the
pleasant front yar.l of the parsonage,
li.-U- Dexter, the minister's only
daughter, and her roomm.ite at col-Ijg-

pretty Hose Houston, in their
fresh summer gowns are chatting mer-

rily with Mainina Dexter while they re-

lieved a great dish of strawberries of
their stems.

HettVi a college senior now, was
scarcely a beauty, though her hand-- s

urn', smiling brown eyes made one
for rut any little irregularity of fea-

ture. And though everyone in college,
at least in the upper classes, knew that
she was only a minister's daughter,

mi though any girl with half an eye
could trace the transmigration prog-
ress in her hats and dress, and knew
that she could never give a really
handsome spread, yet no girl within
1. íe college pates was so popular as
Hetty Dexter, N'o pirl ha I so many
invitations for vacation, so many

ts to walk, drive, row and
po into the city; but nearly all of her
vacat ions were spent at home with the
owr-lm-- y mother anil the delicate
father, who made many sclf-dcní- i

i.i or.lcr to meet the slender college
bills. With her this summer, by r.ps-ci:- il

request, of the mother, had come
hi r rom-ina- little lioso Houston,
t'ie orphan heiress from New Orleans,
who love. I De.ty better tlia.i she loved
ar'vono else in the wide world.

"Ours is a liny dot of a home," said
Dotty, "and mother a:' I I do most of
the work together; but you will have
a ro.al welcome, dear." And Rose,
b.-in- a go nine, thouph a very desul-
tory sort of pirl, by iva 011 of her lonp
years of orphanage ti:id years of trav-c-li:i.- ,-

about with a maid a id h;r trnar

dian, had been more than piad to
come.

On the little table in the rose arbor,
besides Mr 3. Duster's workinp basket,
was a volume of "The Vision of Sir
Launfal," ivhioh the ladies had been
readinp in turn.

"There is such a musieial swinp to
t'.iose l;t ;t verses,"' said Rose, "that one
is fc reed to remember them:
" 'Who gives himself with his alms feed!

three
Himself, his hungering neighboring and me.' "

l'l!ut really," said Dotty, "it is only
the purest selfishness to be kind and
peneroivi to others, for the reward is

so sweet."
"An 1 here conies over the hill a re-

ward for two busy younp housekeep-
ers, I suspect." said .Mrs. Dexter, as
the sound of a tally-hor- from the
coach of a neipliborinp mountain re-

sort was hen rd rollinp in peculiar ca-

denee amonp the echoes. "It is a
charming day for a coachinp part37."

A nearer sound, however, attracted
their attention before the coach could
reach the pale a sound of the queru-
lous, high, cracked voice of an old
woman in pown tend bonnet that may
have been bravely fashionable fifty
years apo.

"S.vplad to find. you at home, Hetty,
and your ma, too. Walked all tho way
from Chatham Mills on purpose to see
ye an 1 hear all about the collepe. 1

hain't seen ye in .a lonp time, and I
have been longing for a sipht of your
sweet face."

They pave her cordial preetinp, this
old Aunt. Hetty from Rlake's Corners,
and Hetty kissed, with penuine affec-

tion, the withered face, once outward-
ly beautiful and now shininp with in-

ward goodness, which action Rose no-

ticed with a bit of for Rose
expected her friends to be very loyal
to her, and lo3'alt3--

, from her stand-
point, meant curing much for her and
Little for other.!. It was a part of her
edu and perhaps no one could
bl.im.1 li.;r. Indeed, one reason why she
lul l so pladly accepted the invitation
to the parsonage ha I been that she
wished t ) have Rose all to herself. At
collepe some o:;c was always seeking
her; but hero she thought it would be
otherwi e. Yesterday, however, there
had been a Sanday-sehoo- l class to en-

tertain, and here was the old lady.
Tho coachinp party would take them
both away, no doubt, and certainly at
Mrs. Doxter's ape, she, and not the
daughter, would be the proper one to
entertain Aunt Hetty. So Rose settled
the affair in her own mind.

It was a gay company on the great
coach, with a little grig of a bupler
and twenty younp people on top, while
the chaperons were snugly bestowed
inside. If you doubt whether so many
could find space on a mountain tally-ho- ,

just present the problem and the
co.ich to a party of that size, on a fine
suminer morning, and they will speed-
ily prove the truth of my statement.

Two smiling young men, in sui-im-

flannels, and cheeks reddened by
the brisk drive, were on the prouud
before the coach had timo to stop, and
were makinp their salutations to the
ladies and their request to Mrs. Dex-- 1

v. !' ' '
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for a day's out'tnp; party well chap-

eroned, horses and driver absolutely
reliable. Could the young ladies join
them? And a chorus of girlish voices
added their entreaties, while the boy-bugl- er

blew a delicately suppestive
little sonplet out into the air by way
of flatterinp invitation.

Aunt Hetty's old eyes filled with
tears of disappointment, but she brave-
ly winked them back before anyone
could see them so she thought.

"Got up at live o'clock, did all the
work, tramped over to Zene Lucas' to
catch a ride on his milk-car- t, and then
walked three miles more from the
mills in the hot sun, and all for noth-
ing," she was thinking. "Hut, dear
me! I was a pretty pirl once myself,
and had my pood times, too." So it
chanced that what she said, in all sin-

cerity and earnestness, was almost
convincing. "Do go right along, Het-

ty. I shall be over again in a few.
days, mebbe, and this will give nie a

"nice chance to visit with your ma."
And by avoiding Hetty's eye the old
lady considered that she had made a
very neat thing of her hard task.

Rose turned eagerly to Mrs. Dexter
and waited; but Dotty took the old,
withered hands that were nervously
clasping and unclasping in excitement,
an.l without a shadow of regret on lips
or in her heart, said:

"1 am so much obliged to you, Tom.
but I have other pleasures on hand for

Rut Miss Houston will go. I

think. You have, never seen Eagle
Cliff, dear," she continued, turning to
her friend, "and it is glorious up there
in the darkness of the pines."

lint the sunny face of the heiress
was clouded with disappointment; and
to hide that look from Aunt Hetty's
sharp eyes, Retty drew her friend
quietly away to the house to prepare
for thu drive.

" 'Tai n't no matter about me at all,"
said Aunt Hetty. "Hetty won't stay
at homo on my account, will she'.'"
asked the wavering old voice.

"She said that she had some pleasant
plans for answered the moth-

er, with a loving ghmee down the
walk where her daughter was waving
her hand to the departing coaohers.

You may think the pirl was practic-
ing self-denia- l; but her mother de-

tected no trace of regret or disappoint-
ment in the dear face, and Aunt Hetty
had one of the happiest .days in her
whole life a day remembered with
deepest gratitude to the last of her
soon-closin- g life.

Looking over photographs is a com-
monplace amusement to most of us;
but when one's eyes have seen just
about tho same sights year after year,
for over fifty years, until the world
seems made up of little brown farm-
houses and barns and sheds, and the
church and store once a week, then a
plimpae of handsome buildings, broad
lawnsdiversifiod with picturesque cot-
tages and groups of pretty girls scat-
tered 'ub jut under the trees, of art
treasures gleaming in marble white-
ness, of smooth waters covered with
viancinp boats rowed by pirlisn oars-
men, of study parlors decorated and
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